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CHAPTER 1: JACK “THE ANVIL” CALLAHAN
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Jack Callahan sat in the locker room head down with headphones on classic rock blaring as his coach Lou Doyle taped up his gloves. Tonight was the night he sweat and bled for. A shot at the WBC heavyweight championship. Jack grew up in a poor household in Chicago he had to fight and scrape for everything he ever had in life and that same fight led him to the ring. 

Jack ran through local competitors like a grinder before meeting Lou at a local gym. He knocked out his first professional opponent in the first round with a bone shattering right hook. Poor bastard didn’t stand a chance. Over the years he climbed the ranks piling on knockouts until he was undeniable they had no choice but to give him a shot at the title.

Lou fist bumped Jack’s gloves. Jack pulled off the headphones.

“Good to go kid,” Lou said.

“Mr. Callahan?” A voice called out. A producer entered the room. “It’s time,” he said, walking away.

Jack stood up looking at his reflection in the mirror then put on his red robe with “THE ANVIL” written on the back before turning to walk out and down the hall, Lou at his side. AC/DC’s Thunderstruck began to play in the arena.

“It’s your time, Jack,” Lou said with a slap on the shoulder.

Jack nodded with a smile and walked through the curtain. The arena filled with screaming fans in Madison Square Garden. He walked down the aisle shadowboxing to get loose. He climbed into the ring when he spotted his wife Martha and their son Jay who was five years old at ringside. Jay waved with a smile as he locked eyes with his father. 

Next the WBC champion made his way to the ring: Alex “The Pit Bull” Riley, over two years as champion in a dominant reign. Jack and Alex met in the middle while the referee gave instructions. They touched gloves and backed up into their respective corners as the referee held up the WBC heavyweight championship.

The bell rang as they came out, for the first 2 rounds they sized each other up, each testing the other with light jabs. They danced around the ring the entire first and second rounds, testing each other for a weakness. The bell rang as they returned to their corners.

“Fake the left and follow up with the right hook!” Lou said, giving Jack water to drink.

The third round began. Alex began to open up, throwing more punches. But Jack dodged or blocked them all. Then Jack saw an opening. He faked the left then hit Alex in the ribs with a big right hand. Alex guarded his mid section and in a flash Jack threw a right haymaker, the same punch that had scored him 15 knockouts. It connected and Tommy hit the mat hard. The referee began the count. Alex began trying to get up but slumped unconscious onto the bottom rope. The referee waved his arms calling the match.

Jack put his arms up as Lou and his team got into the ring to celebrate. The announcer got on the microphone:

“Here is your winner and NEW WBC heavyweight champion of the world... Jack ‘The Anvil’ Callahan!”

The arena became unglued with cheers. Jack’s wife and son entered the ring embracing him. Jack held up the heavyweight championship then dropped down to a knee and handed the title to his son.

“You’re the champ now! I love you, son,” Jack said with tears in his eyes.

“I love you too, Dad!” Jay replied as Jack hoisted his son onto his shoulders as the cameras flashed taking photos that would last forever.
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CHAPTER 2: THE RISE OF A CHAMPION
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Two years after becoming the WBC heavyweight champion Jack was enjoying the life of a champion. He had a few title defenses. None made it to the 12th round. Jack’s power stopping opponents cold. In the span of the two years Jack had his second child, a beautiful baby girl named Grace who was one year old today. The family were in the middle of cutting her birthday cake when Jack’s phone rang. Martha glared daggers at him.

“I gotta take this,” he said, handing Grace to Martha and answering the phone.

“Hello,” he said.

“Got your next fight lined up,” a voice cut through. Frankie Moretti, Jack’s manager and promoter.

“Who is it?” Jack asked.

“A real heavy hitter, Diego Vargas. He’s on a ten fight win streak 9 ko’s the promotion loves it! Power vs power baby! So start training fights Saturday August 12th in Vegas.”

Jack nodded. “Sounds good I’ll be in touch thanks Frankie.”

“August 12th next title defense,” Jack said, going back to cutting the cake.

Jack met with Lou the following week to begin training. Jack put in the work, winning the title was easy compared to keeping it. The division was full of hungry young fighters itching to make their mark.

The night arrived, Jack and Vargas touched gloves. Jack came out expecting to feel out his opponent when suddenly Vargas rushed him, throwing rights and lefts to the head and body. Each hit felt like a freight train. Jack was pushed against the corner and Vargas unloaded right punches as the bell rang. Jack’s vision blurred as he walked back to his corner.

“His power is insane,” Jack said, spitting blood.

“Yeah well yours is too!” Lou yells. “ Now show him yours!”

They stood up and the bell rang.

Vargas rushed again but this time Jack swung first delivering a rattling liver shot then a left punch that was blocked. They sized each other up with jabs when Vargas threw a left punch Jack ducked then delivered the right haymaker “the hammer” Vargas hit the mat as the ref counted but at 6 to Jack’s shock Vargas was able to stand up. Jack tried to throw another right punch but Vargas ducked, hitting an uppercut. The crowd noise faded as Jack fell backward onto his back, the arena spinning. the ref started counting and got to 5.

Jack turned and saw his son and daughter sitting with their mother. Jay's mouth open in a silent scream. The ref counted to 8 but Jack staggers up as the bell rings. He stumbles to his corner as his cut man starts working on his eyebrow that was split open.

“You got this, this is what being the champ is about,” Lou said.

Round three was Jack’s round landing more clean punches but round four was all Vargas as he targeted Jack’s mid section. The 10th round began as the bell rang both fighters were gassed, bleeding and exhausted Vargas began working the body with heavy punches Jack grimacing after every shot. Jack threw a straight left connecting with Vargas’s nose as he staggered back Jack delivered another right hook. Vargas fell again to the mat. The ref began the count and Vargas was out cold. He waved his arms as the bell rings.

After the fight Jack was disoriented and vomiting into a bucket in the locker room. He reached into his bag popping painkillers as Martha and the kids walked in.

“Ready?” Jack said standing up.

They checked into a five star hotel. Jack slept like a rock that night. In the morning he got out of bed as Martha sat up. The kids still asleep in another room. Martha saw giant bruises all over Jack’s ribs and lower back, purple and black. He popped more pain pills from his bag.

“Jack...have you ever thought about being done with this?”

Jack turned confused “what?” He said.

“Look at the beating you took from that fight last night. The kids need you in good condition...we are financially well off. You could walk away now and start a life with us. Not training every hour of the day ...or going to interviews or talk shows just us as a family.”

“I can’t quit now,” Jack said.

“Maybe after a few more fights.”

“Just consider it?” Martha pleaded.

Jack looked back at her, then looked at the championship belt sitting on the chair to his right. “Sure,” he said.
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CHAPTER 3: TRAGEDY
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Years later Jack was 40 still the heavyweight champion, a reign that was quickly threatening the record set by Joe Louis. But Father Time will always stay undefeated. Jack's beard had begun to grey now he was slower and his power wasn’t what it once was. He had taken a lot of hits over the years. Suffered through concussions, torn ligaments, broken bones. His daughter Grace, now 12, was a spitting image of her mother. Brunette with a warm genuine smile. Jay had begun boxing training. Jack had caught glimpses of his potential. Jay was fast, really fast and was getting better everyday.

It was raining heavily outside a downpour banging on the windows. Jack poured a shot of whisky washing down pain killers in a quick gulp. Martha entered the kitchen with a concerned look on her face.

Jack....you have nothing left to prove. You can’t keep living like this. The alcohol, the pills. I can’t keep seeing you like this.

We’ve been over this! Jack snapped I can’t quit, I'm the champion.

You’ve been a champion for years. You’ll always be a champion. You’re always training and when you’re not training or fighting when you’re home you’re so high and drunk it’s like you’re not even here!

Jack grabbed an empty glass throwing it across the room as it shattered against the wall glass flying everywhere.

I do what I do so we can have this lifestyle! All of this! The cars, the house! I fight because it’s the most important thing in my life!

Martha gasped shocked. Jay and Grace stood behind Martha. “The most important thing in your life? Martha whispered.

Yes Jack said, “the single most important thing in my fucking life! This Championship is the most important thing in my fucking life!”

Martha stares at Jack then shakes her head. I can’t do this. I’m going to my sister's.

Grace, do you wanna come with me to Aunt Linda’s? 

“Yeah,” Grace said with a smile.

Go get your backpack sweetie Martha said.

“Jay, do you want to come with us too?”

“Nah, that’s okay I’m going to bed early tonight” Jay said. 

Fine! Jack roared I don’t need you here fucking go!

Martha and Grace left into the pouring rain climbing into Martha’s Camero. Jack slammed the door, shaking the walls. Jay stared at his father, anger in his eyes. Jack turned to meet Jay's gaze.

Do you have something to say? Jack asked but Jay turned walking upstairs without a word.

The rain was pouring down hard, drumming against the roof of the car. Martha gripped the steering wheel tightly, her eyes fixed on the blurry road ahead. The argument with Jack still echoed in her head. His words had cut deep.

“This is the most important thing in my fucking life.” 

Grace sat in the front seat, her small hands folded in her lap. She stared out the window at the streaks of rain racing down the glass. The silence in the car felt heavy.

“Mommy?” Grace asked quietly, her voice small against the sound of the storm.

Martha glanced over, forcing a gentle smile. “Yes, sweetie?”

Grace hesitated, then looked up at her mother with wide, worried eyes. “Do you and Daddy still love each other?”

Martha’s throat tightened. She reached over and gently brushed a strand of hair from Grace’s face, her touch soft and reassuring. “Of course we do, baby. We love each other very much. Sometimes grown-ups fight, but that doesn’t mean the love goes away. Your daddy... he’s just going through a hard time right now. We all are.”

Grace nodded slowly, but the worry didn’t leave her face. “I don’t like when you fight.”

“I know,” Martha whispered. “I don’t like it either. But we’re going to be okay. We always are.”

She looked back at the road, the wipers slapping back and forth, struggling against the downpour. The stop sign appeared ahead, half-hidden in the rain and darkness. Martha eased her foot off the gas, squinting through the windshield.

The car hydroplaned on the water and refused to stop, rolling through the stop sign. 

Her heart jumped. “Hold on, baby,” she said, her voice tightening as she twisted the wheel, trying to stop.

Too late.

A truck horn blared, loud and impossibly close.

Headlights flooded the car, blinding white.

Martha threw her arm across Grace in the front seat.

“Hold on!”

The truck slammed into the driver’s side with a sickening crunch of metal. The impact was deafening. Glass exploded inward like shattering ice. The car spun violently, tires sliding on the wet road. It flipped once, the world turning upside down in a blur of rain and lights. Metal twisted and screamed. The roof crumpled. It flipped again, rolling hard before finally coming to a violent stop on its side in the pouring rain.

The radio kept playing for a few seconds, the song now distorted before falling silent.

Rain poured in through the shattered windows. The only other sound was Grace’s terrified sobs.

“Mommy... Mommy...”

Martha hung limp in her seat belt, blood running down her face from a deep gash above her eye. Her arm was still stretched protectively across the seat toward Grace.

She didn’t move.

The rain kept falling, washing over the wrecked car as sirens wailed in the distance, growing closer.

The doorbell rang at 6 am. Jack got out of bed hungover, head throbbing as the doorbell echoed in his head. He walked downstairs, opening the door and he was greeted by two police officers.

Mr. Callahan? One said.

Yes, how can I help you? Jack said.

The officers looked at each other and the one speaking took off his hat holding it. I’m sorry sir....your wife was in an accident last night.

Accident? Where? Jack asked is she ok? Where is she? Jack desperately asked, his heart beating faster.

I’m sorry Jack...she didn’t make it.

Jack's head spun his world crashing down.

Your daughter survived the crash with only a broken arm the officer said she’s at St. Andrews hospital.

Jack stared blank “are you ok sir? I know this is difficult to process” the officer says.

“No...yes...thank you I have to go” Jack said flatly.

“we understand if there’s anything....” the police started but jack shut the door on them.

The room was spinning. His wife, the mother of his children, was gone. Their last exchange was a fight that he wished he could take back. Jack slid down against the door sitting against it, his world crumbling.
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Chapter 4: Fractured

[image: ]




Jack stayed seated against the wall for two hours. Jay came down the stairs, confused.

“Dad? What are you doing?”

Jack didn’t answer right away. He just sat there, staring at the floor. Then he looked up at Jay, his eyes hollow.

“We have to go to St. Andrew’s. There’s been an accident.”

“What accident? Is Mom and Grace okay?”

Jack didn’t answer. He couldn’t bring himself to say the words yet. “Just get ready. We have to go,” he said, his voice flat and empty.

They got in the car and began the drive. The rain hammered against the windshield, the wipers fighting a losing battle. Jay kept pressing.

“Dad, what’s going on?”

Jack just looked forward like a complete zombie, his hands gripping the steering wheel so tight his knuckles were white. The hospital lights appeared in the distance.

They arrived and walked inside.

“I’m here... for Grace Callihan I’m her father.”

The front desk employee looked heavy with remorse.

“I’m so sorry,” she said.

“Sorry?” Jay thought. What’s going on?

They led them to a room. Where Grace was in a bed, her arm in a cast.

“Daddy!” she yelled, crying heavily.

Jack gave her a hug, holding her tight as she sobbed against his chest.

“Where’s Mom?” Jay said, concern etched across his face.

“I’ll tell him,” Jack whispered to Grace.

Jack turned to face Jay.

“Son... Mom’s gone. There was an accident and she didn’t make it.”

Tears streamed down Jack’s face.

Jay took a step back.

“No... no!!!!”

He ran out of the room into the hallway.

“I’ll be back. I’m going to talk to your brother. We will get through this,” Jack said to Grace.

Jack walked into the hallway. Jay grabbed his sleeve, crying.

“Why?!”

Jack tried to pull Jay into a hug, but Jay shoved him back hard.

“This is all your fault! You killed Mom! I fucking hate you!”

Jack just looked at Jay sadly, his eyes full of guilt and exhaustion. He didn’t argue. He didn’t fight back. He simply turned and walked down the hall, head hung low, a broken man.

Leading up to the funeral Jay didn’t say a word to him. The house felt colder than ever. Jack and Jay stayed separated, moving through the rooms like ghosts who couldn’t stand to look at each other. Jack constantly popped pills chased by whisky, the bottles clinking in the quiet hours of the night. He sat alone in the living room most evenings, staring at nothing, the pills and alcohol dulling the edges of the pain just enough to keep him breathing.

On the day of the funeral the sky was gray and heavy, matching the mood of everyone gathered. They lowered her casket into the ground at the cemetery, the rain from the previous days still making the dirt soft and dark. Jay stood across from Jack, his face hard and closed off. He watched as Jack looked at the ground with a blank, void expression on his face.
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